JAMESON-2004_final 03 by unknown
2 
 Nothing of importance happened during the monotonous ride to Moose Jaw, 
except the long wait at North Portal, owing to so many settlers’ effects being examined 
by the customs officers.  We kept our little dog with us as much as possible and gave the 
baggage master a tip to be kind to her.  In due time, 9 am. On Wednesday morning we 
arrived at Moose Jaw, and the first person we noticed was a Mounted Policeman in a red 
coat, but at that time we thought he was a British soldier. It gave us quite a thrill, but 
greater still was when my Father pointed to a large building and told us to look.  There, 
proudly floating in the breeze was a “UNION JACK”, we had been living in the United 
States for more than three years, and I will always remember how my blood grew hot in 
my veins as I looked at it and thought of all it stood for.  It was, to us, a link in a strange 
land. 
 
We had not long to wait in Moose Jaw, just having time for breakfast and then we 
boarded a C.P.R. train coming from Regina, Saskatchewan.  There were a lot of new 
settlers on board.  My Father asked the conductor if we could keep the dog with us and 
offered to sleep in the colonist car, which I must say was most uncomfortable, unless you 
had plenty of rugs and cushions with you.  He agreed and we all stayed there a good part 
of the day with our little dog.  A robbery had taken place on the train the night before, the 
conductor informed us, and that the men, two of them, were still at large.  We also saw 
Canadian Indians for the first time at Moose Jaw and as there seemed so many of them, I 
afterwards wondered if that was why the Mounted Police were there.   My Father bought 
a number of Indian curios to send to relatives in England; these were made of beads, 
leather, and feathers and polished buffalo bones.  We each got a pretty basket made of 
scented grass, for the squaws appeared very clever at this sort of work. 
 
 Our tickets were for the first class tourist coach and we had engaged a berth.  My 
sister and I retired early, as we had experienced a more a exciting day than when 
traveling through the Dakotas.  Among the passengers were a number of young fellows, 
eighteen and twenty years of age; they were Norwegian colonists bound for Vancouver, 
with an English immigration agent in charge of them.  In the afternoon, the agent asked 
my father if we could sing, and if so, would we sing for them as they felt lonely being so 
far from their own people, and being unable to speak English.  Of course we were willing 
to do so and asked the agent what kind of a song would they like.  They all wanted 
“Home Sweet Home” which we had to sing several times for them before they were 
satisfied.  We then sang the lonely old Irish Emigrant song, “Isle of Bounty, Fare Thee 
Well”.  That they like almost as well as the other.  We finished with several old English 
songs.  After they thanked us in their own language. 
